TALES OF /)ESTL\r

proacHed, and were gathering togrfhrr tin1 cushi
400, rugs on which ho had bo<?n rtirlining. One
them placed in his master's hand the brjr
hilt of his scimitar,
" This for my enemies and I he enrmirs of Akbar,"
cried the Rajput, drawing the curvrd Made half wav
from its scabbard. " But I would not soil it with the
heart's blood of a thug, For him the gibhrt, and flu*
crows to pick out his eyes,"

Just then the first lance-tips of the dawn Hashed
above the horizon, gilding the domes and minarHs
of the marble city. Away in the distance rould be
heard the wailing cry of a muozain calling the
faithful to prayer.

Other members of the party had now arisen, each
intent on his own affairs, one arranging his garments,
another settling his turban straight on his head, th<*
hakeem adjusting the little box of instruments and
simples he carried at his girdle, the Moslem astro-
loger spreading his prayer carpet at the end of the
veranda and prostrating himself in the direction of
Mecca.

Only the fakir had remained motionless ; but now
he gathered up in his hands his wooden begging-
bowl, and held it forth, crying, " Ram, Ram/* in the
plaintive whine of his profcs$ion.*But there was none
to pay heed to his untimely importunity, Indeed,
the Bombay merchant, when the cry smote his ears,
started uneasily, and in descending the steps gave
the lean, ash-bedaubed figure of the ascetic the widest
berth possible,

189